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"I ... I think ... I think so. . . /? stammered John, a lit-
tle disconcerted by the man's intensity. "He must be a non-
conformist preacher," he thought.
"Simply because it's a stone?" cried the other, and he hugeed
his ankles so tightly and tilted himself forward so far that John
was reminded of a certain goblinish gargoyle that he knew very
well, on an out-of-the-way portion of Notre Dame.
"Certainly. Simply because it's a stone!"
"And you call that English?" the stranger almost groaned.
"7 could worship that nearest one," John said, "the one that
stands by itself over there."
The man jumped to his feet and, picking up his bowler hat,
clamped it upon his head. He was a tall man and he looked pre-
ternaturally tall as he stood between John and the stone which
John had said he could worship. His profile was like a caricature
of a Roman Emperor.
"Do you know what that stone's called?" he cried, "Do you
know what it's called*!" In his excitement he bent down and shook
John by his shoulders. John thought to himself, "I wish my stick
had a heavier handle. This man is evidently a mad dissenting
minister."
"Have all these stones got names?" asked John eagerly, making
two desperate attempts to rise to his feet.
The man gave him his hand and John stood up. He surrepti-
tiously substituted the handle of his hazel-stick for its ferrule end
and grasped it tightly. "If he becomes dangerous," he thought,
"I'll step backward and hit him on the head with all my force.1*
He laughed to himself as he swung his stick in the darkness.
The Great Stone Circle had stirred up in him an excitement the
like of which he had never felt in all his life before. The pain of
his blistered heel became nothing. H^ 'urched forward, pushed
the man aside, and stumbled .owards the huge, solitary, unhewn
monolith which had attracted his attention. The other strode by
his side murmuring indignantly, "It's more than that, it's more
than that." When they reached the stone John embraced its rough
bulk with his arms, his stick still clutched by the wrong end in
his fingers. Three times he pressed his face against it and in bis